EARLY POEMS

Confounded that her Maker's eyes

Should look so neer upon her foul deformities.

The Stars with deep amaze
Stand fixt in stedfast gaze,

Bending one way their pretious influence,
And will not take their flight,
For all the morning light,

Or Lucifer that often warn'd them thence;
But in their glimmering Orbs did glow,
Untill their Lord himself bespake, and bid them go.1

Or less happily in the verses The Passion, a poem
to be abandoned as 'above the years he had' when he
wrote it:

Befriend me night, best Patroness of grief,

Over the Pole thy thickest mantle throw,

And work my flatter'd fancy to belief,-

That Heav'n and Earth are colour'd with my wo;

My sorrows are too dark for day to know: \

The leaves should all be black whereon I write,
And letters where my tears have washt, a wannish white.

That was not to be Milton's maturer style. But these
conceits are not those of Donne and Cowley. They
are those of Marino and Southwell and Crashaw.
And it was not only the conceits of the 'Meta--
physicals' which had no attraction for the young poet
trained in a classical and Italian school, it was also
their carelessness in respect of form, their indifference \
to harsh concatenations of vowel and consonant, the

I teach each hollow grove

efforts at which he sneers in Bishop Hall's satires.
But not this alone. Even what has been, and may
be, fairly reckoned for meritorious in the followers

1 On the Morning ofCkrisfs Nativity. Tfa Hymn, stanzas i., ii. and ri.
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